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A Birth-day Ode, 1747. 


Hic dies anno redeunte feſtus =—— 


WHILE forget the ſcenes of wo, 
Forbid awhile the tears to flow, 
The pitying ſighs to riſe ; 

Turn from the ax the thoughts away ; 
'Tis —— that bids us crown the day, 
And end the night in joys. 


So when black clouds, and beating rain, 
With ſtorms the face of Nature ſtain, 
And all in gloom appears, 
If Phzbus deign a ſhort-liv'd ſmile, 
The face of Nature charms awhile, 
Awhile the proſpect chears. 
A Come 
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1 r 


Let us invoke the tuneful Nine, 
To ſing a theme like them divine, 
To ling our hero's worth. 


How on his tender infant years 
The careful hand of Heaven appears, 
To watch his choſen care; 

Eſtrang'd to every foe to truth, 
Virtuous affliftion form'd his youth, 
Inſtructive, tho' ſevere. 


No finful court its poiſon lent, 
An early bane, his life to taint, 

And blaſt his young renown ; 
His father's virtues fir'd his heart, 
His father's ſufferings truths impart, 

That form'd him for a throne. 


Ho at an age when Pleaſure's charms 


Allure the ſtripling to her arms, 
He form'd the great deſign, 

T' affert his injur'd father's cauſe, 

Reſtore his ſuff ring country's laws, 
And prove his right divine. 


How 
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How when on ------'s beach he ſtood, 
To bend th' obedient knee ; 

Then thinking on their country chain'd, 

They weep ſuch worth ſo long detain'd 
By Heav'n's ſevere decree. 


Whene'er he moves, in ſweet amaze 
All ranks with tranſport on him gaze; 
Ev'n Grief forgets to pine ; 

The wiſeſt ſage, the chaſteſt fair, 
Applaud his fenſe, and praiſe his air, 
Thus made with grace divine. 


How great in all the foldier's art, 
With judgment calm, with fire of heart, 
He bid the battle glow: 

Yet greater on the conquer'd plain, 
He felt each wounded captive's pain, 
More like a friend than foe. 


By good unmov'd, in ills relign'd, 

No change of fortune chang'd his mind, 
Tenacious of his aim; 

In vain the gales propitious blew, 

Affliction's darts as vainly flew, 
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Check'd in his glory's full career, 
He felt no weak deſponding fear, 
Amidſt diſtreſſes great: 

By ev'ry want and danger preſt, 
No care perplex'd his manly breaſt, 
But for his country's fate. 


For, oh ! the woes by felt, 
Had not aton'd for -------'s guilt ; 
So will'd offended Heaven, 
That yet awhile th' ---——- hand, 
With iron rod ſhould rule the land, 

The rod for vengeance given. 


But in its vengeance Heav'n is juſt, 
And ſoon --------- from the duſt 
Shall rear her head again ; 


Soon ſhall give way th' —------ claim, 
And peace and plenty ſoon proclaim 


Again a — reign. 


What joys for happy —----- wait, 


When — ſhall rule the ------- ſtate, 


Her ſully'd fame reſtore ; 


When in full tides of tranſport toſt, 


E'en memory of her wrongs is loſt, 
Nor , thought of more. 
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The nations round, with wond' ring eyes, 


Shall ſee --------- awful riſe, 
As oft ſhe did of yore ; 

And when ſhe holds the balanc'd ſcale, 

Oppreſſion ſhall no more prevail, 
But fly her happy ſhore. 


Corruption, Vice on every hand, 
No more ſhall lord it o'er the land, 
With their protectors fled ; 
Old -----—— Virtues in their place, 

With all their hoſpitable race, 
Shall rear their decent head. 


In peaceful ſhades the happy ſwain, 

With open heart, and honeſt (train, 
Shall ſing his long-wiſh'd Lord; 

Nor ſind a tale ſo ſit to move 

His liſt' ning fair - one's heart to love, 
As that of — reſtor d. 


Tho' diſtant, let the proſpect charm, 

And every gallant boſom warm ; 
Forbear each tear and figh : 

Turn from the ax the thoughts away ; 

"Tis — that bids us crown the day, 
And end the night in joys. 


A Birth-day Ode, 1748. 


once more the natal day, 
Again our ardent vows we pay, 
For godlike —----'s good : 
What from us does he not deſerve, 
Who freedom to preſerve, 
The ſtorms of fate withitood ? 


In days of joy, and in diltreſs, 
His labours for our happineſs 
No relaxation feel'd ; 
Nor Pleaſure's charms nor Fortune's frown 
Could make him e' er our cauſe diſoun, 
Or's ----- title yield. 


In good and ill he's ſtill the fame, 
In both tenacious of his aim, 
And equally unmov'd : 
Tho' Fortune on our hero lours, 
Or Heav'n its bleſſings on him ſhow'rs, 
His merit ſtands approv'd. 
Shall 
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Shall -s . guilt her prince purſue, 

And blaſt each noble ſcheme in view, 
And ev'ry great defign ? 

Are Chriſtian monarchs foes to truth ? 

Do they too 'gainſt the godlike youth 
Invidiouſly combine ? 


Yes, Gallia's King an inſtance proves, 

That treachery itſelf ev'n moves 
Within a regal breaſt. 

No ſacred treaty, ties of blood, 

Nor worth confeſs'd, in France, withſtood 
The ſway of intereſt, 


Reſign thy name , perfidious prince 

And to th'aſtoniſh'd world evince, 

That you're at leaſt fincere ; 

And ſince you've yielded up all claim 

To faith and honour, ſpurn a name 
To which both ſhou'd adhere. 


Who but a wretch, or ------ at, 
Could plighted faith fo violate, 

And nations laws invade ! 
Accurs'd be he who gave command, 
And doubly fo th'audacious hand 

Our hero captive made. 

Tho' 

* Moſt Chriſtian Kirg, and Lewis the IWell-leloved. 
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Tho! ------, long inur'd to ills, 
Thus double weight of forrow feels, 
Midſt unexpected harms ; 

Vet ſtill a majeſty he bears, 
Unclouded by the chains he wears, 
That enmity diſarms. 


Misfortunes then can only add 
New luſtre to the fame he had, 
When once they do ſubſide; 
As Phzbus doubly glads the day, 
When thro” thoſe clouds he makes his way 


What bleſſings are for us reſerv d, 

When thus our guardian's (till preſerv d, 
Amidſt diſtrefſes great: 

While is Heav'n's peculiar care, 

No cauſe have ------- to deſpair, 
Tho' bad their preſent ſtate. 


Juſt Providence at laſt will bring 
Great -—---- to be our aug! ----, 
And make his foes repent; 
So ſhall we taſte of double bliſs, 
Our evils gone, and happineſs 


With ------- from heav'n ſent. 
Then 
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Then huſh'd be ev'ry ſign of grief, 

Whilſt at the proſpect of relief 

We teſtify our joy: 

The day that gave our hero birth, 

The hopes ariſing from his worth, 
Let ev'ry thought employ. 


A modeſt occaſional Ode, 1749. 


By Captain Max DE v. 


und tant: Drivim promittere nem. 
Auderet, valvenda dies ſpero afferat ultro. 
Virg. Aneid. lib. 9 


Quo nihil majus meliufoe terri: 
Fata donavere bonique Divi, 
Nec dabunt quamois redeant in aurum | 
Tempora priſcum. 
Hor. Carm. lib. 4. ode : 


I. 


Sunn every circling year, 
Whilſt almoſt half its days profan'd appear, 
Its blaſted honours mourn ? 
By hecatombs of dull unnatural lays, 
To the land's curſe and ſcorn ? 


And 
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And of thy birth, O , the day, 
In thine own 4---—- be forgot, 
Or unrecorded roll away 
n Time's ſucceſſive periods, as a common lot 
Sooner ſtrike I my weak unnerved ſtring, 
And in faint numbers ſtrive to ling ; 
In hopes to tempt a wing of bolder flight, 
one ſtrong enough to ſoar up to thy wondrous height 


II. 
Nor Clio, nor Calliape, 
(Tho' the ſweet miſtreſſes they be, 


| Of the two richeſt ſprings of harmony), 


Will I here invocate ; 
To deck from Fancy's variegated train, 
A pompous, gay, deluſive ſcene. 
Deign thou, bright Truth ! to animate, 
Each line, and fill my verſe, 
With meaſure, that beſt ſuits the actions I rehearſe. 
vince twas firſt ſettled in the realms above, 
What toils ! what dangers ! ------- muſt bring, to prove 
His title to a name, 
Could out th'old tenants from their fields of fame ; 
And give him warrantry to difpoſſeſs | 
C.e/ar's lordly brow, 


And the proud Pelleans too, 
f their victorious and long-boaſted dreſs 
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III. 

Not that the ſoldier's laurel prize, 
Would with its palmy aid ſuffice, 
For making him a wreath ; 
And Attic olive, muſt combine 
With all the flow'ry blooming ſtore, 
That Amelthes's horn can pour, 
To conſtitute a new and uniyerſfal crown ; 
Whoſe verdant honours ſhall be wafted down 
Time's never-ending ſtream, triumphing o'er decay, 

Fann'd by full breezes all the way, 


From praiſes everlaſting and enliv'ning breath. 


W A owe | 
Marcellus name; taught by the ſacred page, 
That glow'd with the Cumæan Sibyl's rage, 
Her Prieſts to Rome reveal'd the gladd'ging charge; | 
To-day is giv'n the man ordain'd by fate, 

To ſave and to augment the falling Roman tute, 
And thus the fprightly blue-ey'd morn, 
Which -------'s entrance did adorn, 

Had for her ſmiling harbinger, 

A ſtately and unuſual ſtar, 

That flam'd againſt the forehead of the fun, 


And with refulgence undiminiſh'd ſhone, 
As ſignal to the earth ' deliverer was born. 
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V. 
Alcmena's well - begotten fon, 


Did his high lineage in bis cradle prove, 


And from a victory fo early won, 

The luſty infant was aſcrib'd to Jove. 
More dire attempts and galling woes, 
Our hero's youthful volume ſhews : 
Alcides' ſnakes were generous focs, 
That by their hiſſes did alarm, 

Their combatant, and fairly bid him arm ; 

But the fell en'mies deſtin'd to engage 

—— s tender age, | 
Were ſmiling monlters of the human kind, 


| To whom the culture of his young ideas was aflign'd. 


VI. 

Who 'neath th'alluring guiſe of courteſy, 

And poliſſi d matk of affability, 
Led into Error's maze his unſuſpecting mind, 
And treacherouſly there the wand'rer ſleove to bind, 
V.ith fordid loads of ill- directed pray'rs, 

Diſtracting doubts, and ſervile fears, 

and ceremonious frauds, and waſiing cares, 

And all the motley racckeries of fenic, 

Which Superſtition's cloud-wrapt dreams diſpenſe, 

To miſguide, and to controul 

The mighty purpoſes of bis quick-rip'ning foul. + 


But 
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But ſoon th' æthereal ſpark within, inform'd him he 
Muſt his own ſhackl'd reaſon firſt ſet free, | Bu 
Ere he could bloom, and vig'rous health reſtore to pining | Could of 


Liberty. 1 

VII. Th 

When felf-vidtorious he had burſt theſe chains; 4 
Ere yet the years of puberty begun, An har 

His conqueſts on Heſperia's plains, or as on 
The ſplendid roll preſag d of all his future honours won. He 

"Twas then o'er heaps of valiant ſlain, And 'mi 

Gaeta's towers ſaw him raiſe Cal 
Stupendous monuments of praiſe Or wher 

Whilſt her embattled hoſts oppos'd in vain. { On —--- 
The hardy Germans too, unus'd to yield, { Where 
To his bold claim reſign'd the well-fought field, |} pr 

And trembling ſought the ſhort reprieve, In 

Embraſur d walls and bulwarks give: .W 

Weak ſhelter from the victor's force | And pre 

Who (with a brave unſhaken band Bu 
Exil'd from their degenerate native land!) 

Impatient urg'd his rapid courſe ; Fot 
And by no works of art to be withſtood, Cut wit 
Pour d thro” the deadly breach like an impetuous flood; 

Warning -- foes from thence, | Fri 
low peerleſs ever ------- valour ſtood directed by its | A nea 

natural P— A 
VIII. * 
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im he VII. 
But what verſe, with equal pace, 

o pining | Could of his rifing youth purſue the matchleſs race ! 
Whether his ſteps to trace, 


Thro' wiles which muſt on greatneſs wait, 

; And of its pomp and ſtate, 

An hard-condition'd moiety create; 
Or as on Ocean's black tempeſtuous brow, 

rs won He did his dreadful journies plow, 

And midſt th aſſaults of threat'ning billows rode, 
Calm as their trident-bearing god ; 

Or when from Freedom's heaven · directed plan 

| On ------'$ plains his glorious work began, 

There from blythe guardians of the fleecy care, 
Sprung up well-order'd ranks of war, 
Inſtant, as at the firlt-ſhot ray, 

When Chaos to his cell was hurl'd, 

And prompt th' almighty ſummons to obey, 
Burſt forth the new-created world. 


Not Pindur's daring pinion may, 

Cut with full privilege the dangerous way. 
; flood; IX. 

From -------'s fortunes ſince we ſee, 
d by its | A nearer providence this frame ſuſtains, 
And o'er its parts minutely reigns, 

vin. Than ifſu'd with the firſt great Let it le; 


— 
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The wary ſceptic mult believe, 
This care of every god, at laſt, 
The fair reward of all his dangers paſt. 
Thea will Afra quit the ſkies, 
To claim again on earth her laſt retreat ; 
Honour's pure temple too will riſe ; 
Reſume her white-ribb'd ſeat, 
Where her vaſt ſtructure to perfection bronght 
Will be with all its beauteous orders ſeen; 
Whilſt unborn Arts grow up to grace the ſpace between, 
And the rich tale with s labours fraught, 
Shall on immortal epic pillars ſhine, 
Carv'd by another Mares hands divine. 


Then too my muſe her long-wiſh'd heights may gain, 
And there her flight with eaſe maintain, 
Intent to kindle Love's foft fires, 

And the chaſte ſnow (that chills each ſwain) 

On Delia's frozen boſom, melt with warm defires. 


To S. 


Ode for St. Andrew's Day, 1749. 


CALEDONIAN ſwains, awake! 
A while your gloomy thoughts forſake, 
Tho' Fate capricious lour. 
Turn from your ills the fight away ; 
To ScoT14's honour crown the day, 
And full libations pour. 


Reſound ! reſound ! in patriot lays, 
And unaffected lines, the praiſe 
Of ancient Scoria's deeds. 
Strike up the lyre ; let echo tell 
How once her glory did excel, 
Tho' now oppreſs'd ſhe bleeds. 


Revive! revive ! th' hiſtoric tale, 
How oft of old the did prevail 
O'er proud vindictive foes : 
Tell how her arms have conquelt led, 
And carry'd far the hoſtile dread, 
As early record ſhows. 
C Remind ! 
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Remind ! remind ! the final blow 
T'invading Denmark, ScoT1a's foe, 
By Hay and STEwaxr I giv'n. 
Ha v's ploughſhare won Loncarty's field; 
And STEwarT's ſword the Danes expell'd, 
From Largs and Albion driv'n. 


Proclaim ! proclaim ! th'immortal name 
Of WaLLace, and the gallant Gxauan, 
Thoſe heroes of renown. 
To lateſt ages let juſt praiſe, 
Entun'd in grateful Scorris H lays, 
Their deeds with glory crown. 


Be bold, be bold, my gentle muſe, 
And midſt the heroes which you chuſe, 
T*adorn your ſoothing lines, 


The Scots, anno 980, in the reign of Kenneth III. being en 
gaged in a battle with the Daves at Loncarty, near Perth, the 
wmer were put to flight, and the King himſelf in great danger: 
but one Hy, a country-man, with his two fons, who were then 
tilling in an adjacent field. arming themſelves with the yokes 
and irons of the piough, took poſt in a narrow pals, and falling 
unmercifully upon the runaways, who could not eſcape them, 
7 were compelled to turn upon the Danes; whom they toon 
entirely defeated. Hay was afterwards well rewarded for his 
gallant action. And from him is deſcended the preſent Noble fa- 
mily of Errol. — Atercromby's Mart. ite hic u. vl. 1. p. 180, Cc. 
+ Alexander Lord High Steward of Scetlund was highly inſtru- 
mental in gaining the battle of Largs in Cuaninghame, anne 1263; 
where the Danes were totally routed, and Scotland freed from 
their invaſions in after times. Abercromby's Martial Atchieve- 


ments, vol. 1. Pp. 316. 


Let 


Tho triumph for a while attend 
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Let not the Ba uc Ax glories paſs, 
Unheeded in the noble claſs, 
Where godlike valour ſhines. 


Tell how great RoBE&rT “, till ſedate, 
Withſtood the ſhocks of adverſe fate, 
Nor fear'd her ſharpeſt ſting ; 
With aid divine born to reſtrain 
1 The cruel and ufurp'd domain 

Of Enzland”s haughty King. 


Inſpir d with Virtue, led by Heav'n, 

He us'd the pow'rs that God had giv'n 

| To free his country's laws : 

\ Firm to the laſt, no numbers fear'd, 

His innocence his courage chear'd, 
And jultice of his cauſe. 


Let wicked fools the good revile, | 
The righteous cauſe will ſtill prevail, 
And with ſucceſs be crown'd. 
| 


Ti” unjuſt ; yet wait and mark their end, 
Where miſeries abound. 
* Robert Bruce King of Scotland; for a particular account of 


whoſe noble actions, ce Hervey's lite of that Prince, and Aber- 
i and Ma. ACH we, Ce. Ce. 
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Remember then the wond'rous turn 
Giv'n to our ſtate at Bannockburn 
By godlike RosERT's ſword. 
What glory did th' embattl'd field 
To CalLLEDON afford ! 
Of Anglia's fons, by handfuls flain Each ff 
Of Scots uE brave and true Pe 
Hence, England, read thy fad diſgrace, 
Which time nor 1/91 can't efface ; 2 — 


And Ar n10x's glory view. 


Let Gtterburn's + recorded day 
The valour of a race diſplay 
Of truly Scorris u blood. 
How Dov GL as fought, let 7 tell, 
How conqueſt gain d! how nobly fell! 
And dy'd for ScoT14's good. 


Come, 


* Hiſtorians relate of this battle, which was fought on the 22d 
of June 1314, that the Euglil army conſiſied of about 300,009 
men, and the Scots of not above 30,c00; who, notwithſtanding 
this diſparity of numbers, beat the former, and killed 30, co d 
them, (their King Edw. II. himſelf very narrowly mg), 
with the loſs only on the fide of the Scots of about 4000 men. 
— Abercromby, vol. 1. p. 595. and Hume's hiſtory of the bout 
of ag, vol. 1. P. 59. Cern. 

+ Thus battle, commonly called Cherry chace, was fought ann 
1382, between the Sc, commanded by James Earl of * 
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come, muſe, too ſound her Callic ſame, 
The honour of her ſons proclaim, 
When upon Bauge's * field 
They made their foes ſubmit in death, 
And Clare reſigning up his breath, 
To STEWarT triumph yield. 


Conumber'd gallant deeds like thoſe, 
Each flowing line might (till diſc loſe, 
perform d by Scots of old, 


and the Fugliſi, by Lord Piercy; wherein the latter were deſcat 
ed. tho double the number of the former), and their General 
taken priſoner ; but the brave Earl of Dgug/as was flain towards 
the end of the engagement, atter performing miracles of valour 
with a huge mace ot iron, with which he mowed down whole: 
ranks of the enemy. Avercromby, vad. 2. Pp. 192. and Hume"; 
bitory of the Douglaſſes, val. 1. p. 185. 

* In the year 1.421, about 5000 of the Scots auxiliaries, then 
in France, commanded by the great John Stewart Fark of Bo- 
chan, Conftable of France, attacked about 10,000 Hegi, near 
Bunge in Ai jeu; whom they entirely defeated, killing above 2000 
on the ſpot; and among thote the Ki General t yomos Duke 
of Clarence, Brother to King Henry V. and the Fart of Tax 
terville, Cc. and taking priſ ners the Fark of Somerjt, Uncle tr 
King Henry, and a great many perſons of note. Arge c5re- 
miogigne de Phiſtcire de France, par Mezeroy, tom. 4. P. 212. 
Abercromby, w9l. 2. p. 257. Hume, val. 1. p. 235. N. 
Here the author breaks off his narrative fomewhat — 
But the reader will conſider, that the preceeding relation is on. 
gven in evidence of the bravery and ſucceſs of the ancient 
Scots : and that being fufficiently proven from the inſtances above 
adduced, the author thought it improper to enlarge any farther 
upon it; and therctore makes a ſudden tranſition from the an 
cient to the modern Scots worthies, 


WEiutt 


22 1 


Whilſt yet their country had a name, 
The foremolt in the books of Fame, 
Unfacrific'd to gold *. 


Yet AL n10w's clouded days have ſhown 
Some whom ſhe need not bluſh to own, 
As fons of worth approv'd +; 

Who glory won in foreign lands, 
And bravely ſerv'd in foreign bands, 
Reſpected and belov'd. 
Say, Ruſſia, ſay, to whom you owe 
The warlike fpoils of Gchatw 1. 
Is't to a German born ? 
No; Munich there no glory gaia'd : 
"Twas there that Kz1TH fuch fame obtain'd 


As SCOTLAND does adorn. 
His 


The time of this ſacrifice is generally fixed about the year 
1707; when a degencrate race are faid to have given up thar 
rights and liberties to become the vatlals ot a people over whom 
they had frequently triumphed in he field, and always fcorned 
to have the leaſt dependence on; and that for a cuntemptibls 
pecwnary eontideration, too diſyracctul to particularite. Cari- 
wath's Memnirs, Appendix, &c. 

+ Beſides the inttauce afterwards given, the author could men- 
tion many more; ſuch as, the Generals Brace and Douglas, and 
Admiral Gordon in the Kuſſ ſervice, and others, well known 
in the French, Prafjien and Dutch armics. In Italy ton there 
are ſeveral families who even ſtill account it their higheſt honour 
to be deſcended of Scots anceitors. Amengſt theſe the Scott m 
particular are a lineal branch of the illuitrious houle of Douglas. 
Hume, vol. 1. p. 9. - 

+ This cown of Ogi, of great importance to the Ruſſian 
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His worth ſuperior, known to all, 
Occafion'd ſoon a general call 
From forcign princes round. 
From Ruſſia, as he came, he went: 
He ſcorn'd to go without conſent, 
As ſome * expedient found. 


In Peter's + days his laurels grew; 
Great Ama placed them on his brow, 
There flouriſh in their bloom. 
fre rich the Wiſe || his conduct lov'd ; 
He ſaw, admir'd ; he try'd, approv'd, 
And call'd the warrior home. 
Home, 


empire, was taken from the Turts by M. Kei, with a party of 
Count Munch's army, in the vear 1737; for which he was 
made by the Emprets a Kuight of St Audrew, General of the 
bees employed againtt the Swedes, anno 1741, at Iyburg, a 
hield-Marthal, Sc. — Scots Magazine, vol ti. p. 327. vil. iv. 
þ-go. and vel. ix. p. 437. C 485. 

No officer can quit the Purſer ſervice without leave: and 
s that people do ſtill reta n 4 2204 deal of their ancient ferocity, 
t50fren extremely di{ficult, it not impoſſible, to obtain, and no 
& dangerous to atk ſuch a permiſiion : which has obliged moſt 
the ſoreign officers who have [ri ed there, when they thought 
oper to leave it, to fly from. Maſcory like deferters. I has 
= the cate of our coumtry man General Gordon anno 1715; 
ad of late years rhe pictent famous Count Lowerdatl, (chiefly 
dinted at in this line}, who learned the art of war partly under 
Marthal Keith, found it necetiary to uſe this method of getting 
may. As NI. Acit/'s coutrary behaviour was ſingular, it con- 

refleted the more honour upon him. 

f Peter the Great, Emperor of Kia. 

The late F mprets Acne of Wirlfta. , 

| Frederich, dhe preſent King of Praia, upon the General's 

leaving 
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Home, did I fay? No; ScoT14's land, 

And Ar 810x's beach and rocky ſtrand, 
Is ſtill the Marſhal's home; 

And {UII ſhall be, tho' adverſe fate 

Should make him paſs thro” ev'ry (tate, 
Or thro” creation roam. 


Not all the favours Kings can pive, 
Can Nature of her rights bereave, 
Which ſtill in order range. 
That land where firſt we drew our breath, 
Is {till our own, till we by death 
For heaven itſelf exchange. 


More ScoTT15# names I could rehearſe, 

And make the ſubject of my verſe, 
Which have with honour ſhone. 

France, ltaly, the truth can prove, 

Where ſtill in Virtue's ſphere they move, 
Inferior to none, 


leaving the Ni an ſervice, 17417, (where he had ſupported his 
great character without a blemiſh under ſix reigns, and two great 
revolutiens, one of which proved the ruin of the illuſtrious 
Came Mich), invited him to enter into his; where he (till te- 
meins, highly careſſed by that wiſe prince ; who has honoured 
him with the Title of C:nt, made him Field-Marſhal of his 
armies, as he had been in thoſe of Ria, Governor of Berl, 
and Knight of the Black Eagle. 

* The author in this line puts the ſuperlative degree, or ftate 
of bliſs, for that of both the happy and miſerable in the next 
world, as the ſtate wRither it is to be wiſhed all men may g. 
It would found cxtremely harſh to a tender car, if te Ine run, 
that we for hcav'n or licll exchange.” But 
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But ſtop, my muſe, whilſt tears do flow 
At At B10n's change and bleeding wo. 


How dark the preſent gloom ! 
Oh ! fall'n from all that's good, that's great, 


How hapleſs, how forlorn her ſtate ! 
How hard, algs ! her doom ! 


What all the force of foreign power 
Cou'd ne er effect, was in one hour 
By civil diſcord wrought : 
Accurs'd Diſſenſion, mankind's bane, 
Deſtruction ſpreads where-e'er you reign, 
Wich blood and flav'ry fraught. 


Yet may'nt we hope? Muſt At n10N's chain, 

And Ai B10N's forrows, ſtill remain 
Unlooſen d or reliev d? 

{ No; there is ſtill ſome method, ſure, 

To heal the wound, and work the cure, 


he till | Reſtore, reſtore! (no evil's meant), 
r Reſtore, ye gods ! a joint conſent, 
- of Berl, And life to ScoTT1S# minds. 


(tate 
> the ne How we that happy ſtate may reach, 
142 Where public ſorrow ends. 
D 
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Then let the hopes of future bliſs, 

And Liberty, true happineſs, 
Refreſh the preſent hour: 

e Turn from our ills our thoughts away; 

«© To ScoT1a's honour crown the day 
„And full libations pour.” 
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The TEARS of ScoTLanp. 


Ourn, hapleſs Ca LE DORA, mourn 
Thy baniſh'd peace, thy laurel torn ! 
Thy ſons, for valour long renown'd, 

Lie flaughter'd on their native ground! 
Thy hoſpitable roofs no more 

Invite the ſtranger to the door; 

In ſmoky ruins ſunk they lie, 

The monuments of cruelty ! 


The wretched owner ſees afar 
His all become the prey of war ; 
Bethinks him of his babes and wite, 
Then ſmites his breaſt, and curſes life * 
Thy ſwains are famiſh'd on the rocks, 
Where late they fed their wanton flocks ! 
Thy raviſh'd virgins ſhriek in vain, 
Thine infants periſh on the plain! 


What boots it, that, in ev'ry clime, 
Through the wide-ſpreading waſte of time, 
Thy martial glory, crown'd with praiſe, 
Still hone with undiminiſh'd blaze! 

D 2 Thy 
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Thy tow'ring ſpirit now is broke, 


Thy neck is bended to the yoke ! 


What foreign arms could never quell, 
By civil rage and rancour fell ! 


The rural pipe, and merry lay, 
No more ſhall chear the happy day. 
No focial ſcenes of gay delight 
Beguile the dreary winter night! 

No ſtrains but thoſe of forrow flow, 
And nought be heard but ſounds of wo! 
While the pale phantoms of the ſhin 
Glide nightly o'er the filent plain! 


O baleful cauſe ! O fatal morn, 
Accurs'd to ages yet unborn ! 

The ſons againſt their fathers ſtood ! 
The parent ſhed his childrens blood ! 
Yet, when the rage of battle ceas'd, 
The vidtor's foul was not appeas'd : 
The naked and forlorn muſt feel 
Devouring flames and murd'ring ſteel 


The pious mother, doom' d to death, 
Forſaken wanders o'er the heath; 

The bleak wind whiſtles o'er her head, 
Her helpleſs orphans cry for bread : 


Bereſt 


— 


SIT PLIY 


re 


= 


« Mourn, hapleſs Cats Doxta, mourn 
« Thy baniſh'd peace, thy laurel torn ! ” 


An Imitation of the 137th P/alm. 


Callia's ſhore we fat and wept, 
When ScoTLAND we thought on, 
Robb'd of her braveſt fons, and all 


Revenge your native land: 
* Already your inſulting foes 
* Crowd the Batauias ſtrand.” 


How 
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How ſhall the ſons of Freedom cer 

For foreign conqueſt fight ? 

For pow'r how wield the ſword, unſheath'd 
For liberty and right ? 


If thee, O ScoTLAnD, I forget, 
Ev'n with my lateſt breath, 

May foul diſhonour ſtain my name, 
And bring a coward's death. 


May fad remorſe of fancy'd guilt 2. 
My future days employ, 2 1 

If all thy ſacred rights are not - 25 

Above my chieſeſt joy. — 


Remember England 's children, Lord, 

Who, on Drummoſſie day, : 
Deaf to the voice of kindred love, 

„ue, raze it quite,” did fay. 


And thou, proud Callia, ſaithleſs friend, 
Whoſe ruin is not far, 
Juſt Heav'n on thy devoted head 
Pour all the woes of war. , 


When thou thy ſlaughter'd little ones, 
And raviſh'd dames, ſhalt ſee, 

Such help! ſuch pity ! may'ft thou have, 
As SCOTLAND had from thee. 


* 
1 
3 
- 
. 


